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MOLD. iszamyi. 





NJOYING, happily, a limitless ubiquity, and experiencing a more than Yuletide burst of good 
nature, which makes the human world conglomerate, I heard a far away ery, faintly but 
distinctly inquiring, ‘‘Are you there?’ With all my might I answered back, ‘‘fam. Can I do 
anything for you?’’ The reply seemed in stronger tone and inclined to jubilation, ‘‘ Come over 


and see us, and——.” Just then the young lady who arbitrarily rules our telephonic interviews 





abruptly switched-off communication, and left me in speculation as to my communicant’s 
ultimate request. Hastily making a few arrangements for my projected little journey, I boarded my latest loco- 
motive invention—The Aerial Motor-Car. Calling back to my laundress not to let the fire out, and that I should 
be back in a day or so, I soared into the Empyrean until London's memento of the Great Fire was Jost to view, 
and Maidstone’s epidemical waftings grew inodorous. Sighting my destination in the full enjoyment of that 
new discovery—the homing instinct—I steered the machine in that direction. Accelerating my passage through 
the Astral Plane, I caught sight of Herr Andrée in his much-battered balloon. Dropping a few of my recent 
issues into his car, he thanked and asked me to report that he was getting on all right, and had a few pigeons 
left. I wished him a Merry Christinas, and hoped he would reach his Pole some time early in the New Year. 
I fancy this remark annoyed him, as he rejoined he wished he could reach mine. Leaving the enterprising 
wronaut, I glided up the Yukon Valley and came into Klondyke in good style. A ringing cheer and outstretched 
hands constituted my reception by the gold-seekers. ‘‘ We said you'd come!” was exclaimed on all sides. ‘‘And 
now I’m here, we'll have some Fun. Have you got any gold?” ‘There's hoards of it!” they roared. ‘We 
only want the tip for thawing it out.’’ ‘I can give you that, boys,” and resorting to my car I returned 


with several copies of and distributed amongst them my 


Sixty-sixth Wolrwme. 

















